John                      THERE MUST BE EQUAL JOY
Pudney
Now smoky sky distils,
in the sharpened evening,
visions we have
of a millennium
while we talk
walking into the ambush of the night.
Speak of our ancestors
in this new quietus
closed about us,
in this diminishing
of the world
folding our thoughts to ourselves, our lives.
Call upon time to stop:
or reaching the summit
hill of the night
by stumbling pathway
and unusual gradient
call on love.
The far down slopes repeat
this yearly promise
of those our blood
who, loving, have pledged us
silencing ever
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